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yo 'TbeTragedy of Othello 

Oth. Let me fee your eyes - - looke in my face, 

Def. What horrible fancy’s this? 

Oth. Same ofyotir funfhon miftrifle, 

I.eaitc procrernts alone, and fhut the dore, 

Coffe.or cry hcm,if any body come, 

Your m iftery ,your miftt ry : nay dil pitch. Exit Em, 

Def. Vponmy knecs,what docs your fpecch import ? 

1 vnderftand afury inyour words. 

But not the words. 

Oth. Why, what art thou ? 

Def Your wife my Lord, your true and loyall wife. 
Oth. Comc.fweare it, dam thyfelfc, 

X, C aft being like one of heauen,fhe diuells thetnfeiues 
Should fcare to ceafc thec,thereforc be double dambd, 
Swearc thou art heneft. 

Def. Heauen doth truely know it. 

Oth , Heauen truely knowes,that thou art falfe as hell. 
Def. To whom, my Lord,with whom ? h ow am I falfe? 
Oth. O Defdemotia, away,away,away. 

Def Alas the hcauy day, why do you wcepc ? 

Am 1 the occafion of tliofc teares my Lord ? 
if haply you my father doe fufpeft. 

An Inftrument of this your calling backe. 

Lay not your blame on me ; ifyou haue left him. 

Why Ibaue left him too. 

Oth. Had it pleas’d heauen 
To try me with affli&ion.had he ram’d 

AH kindesoffores,and (hames on my bar# head, 

S:«ep'd incu.poU(ny,to the very lips, 
Giu:.ntocaptiuiiV,me and my hopes, 

I fhonld haue found in fomc part ofmy foule 
A drop of patience; but alas, to make me 
A fixed figure ,for the time of fcorne, 

To point his flow vnmouing fingers at -- oh , oh> 

Yet could 1 beare that too,wcll,' very well. 

But there : where I haue garner’d vp my heart, 

iere either I mult liue ,or beare no life. 
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7 he zfMoore of Venice, 

The fountain#, from the which my currant runnes. 

Or elfe dryes vp , to be d ifearded thence. 

Or kccpcit as a Ccftcrne, for foule Toades 
To knot and gender in .• turnethy complexion there. 

Patience thy young and rofe-lip’d Chcrubin, > 

I here looke grim as Hell.. 

Def 7 hope my noble Lord efteeaics me honefl, 

Oth. O I, as fummers flies,are in the (liambles, 

Thar quicken cuen with blowing 
O thou blackc Wccde,why art fo louely fairc ? 

Thou fmell ll lo fwccte,that the fence akes at thee. 

Would thou hacifl.ne’rc bin borne. 

Def Mas, what ignorant finne haue I committed ? 

Oth. Was this faire paper, this molt goodly bookc 
Made to write whore on ? — What, committed ? 

Heauen flops the nofe at it, and the Moonc w.nkes. 

The bawdy wind,th3t kiffes all it mectes,.. 

Ishufht within the hallow mine of earth. 

And will not bean. : — whatcommittcd,-. impudent (trumpet, 
Def By heauen you doc me wrong. 

Oth. Arc not you a (trumpet ? 

Def No, ns 1 am a Chriftian j 
Iftoprefcructhis veffcllformy Lord, 

From any hated fou’c vnlawfull touch. 

Be net to be a (trumpet, I am none. 

Oth. What, not a whore ? 

DeJ. No, as I fhall be failed. 

Oth, Ktpoffiblc? 

Def. O heauen forgiuentfle. 

Oth. I cry you mercy, 

I tookc you for that cunning whore of Device, 

That married with Othello t yoH miftrifle. 

That haue the office oppofite to S. Peter, 

And kcepes the gates in hell,l,you,you,you ; 

Wo ha done our courfe; there’s money for yourpaines, 

I pray you turne the key,and keepe our counfell. Exit , 

Em. Alasywhat does this Gentleman conceiuc ? 
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